{| That Charles may wear HisDieu et Mondroit, 
\' " } And Thouthe Noble Garter'd Ho Sor. 
| And when thy aged Corps ſhall yeild to Fate, 
\ God fave that ſoul that ſav'd our Church and State : 
There thou ſhalt have a glorious Crown, I know, 
Who Crown'dſt our King and Kingdoms here below. 
But who ſhall finde a Pen fit for thy glory ? 
Or make Poſterity believe thy Story. 


7h Vive S* GEORGE. 


* "Fi 


{| That Charles may wear HisDieu et Mondroit, 
\' " } And Thouthe Noble Garter'd Ho Sor. 
| And when thy aged Corps ſhall yeild to Fate, 
\ God fave that ſoul that ſav'd our Church and State : 
There thou ſhalt have a glorious Crown, I know, 
Who Crown'dſt our King and Kingdoms here below. 
But who ſhall finde a Pen fit for thy glory ? 
Or make Poſterity believe thy Story. 


7h Vive S* GEORGE. 


* "Fi 


Chriſtopher Lbue 
TOWER-HILL 


L the hal Aaron Wy 
ITER BOREALE. 


Po CO OO OO""———— T— — mm — ——— — — 


THAT 


D IDS 


_— 


———  _ T_<=_— _— 


LONDON, 


Printed for Francis Fggles | cs at the Marigold in 
s. Paws Churcheyard: x6 60, 


(3) 


Cle ele bo 2a SRo os * 22h fe ahi a9hfne a5)jus 
T ENS SANS DTD 


TR A GEDY 


Chriſtopher Love At T ower Hill. 
Prologue. 


Ew from a ſſaughtred Monarchs Herſe I come 
A mourner to a Murthr'd Prophets Tombe : 
Pardon,Great Charls his Ghoſt,my Muſe had ſtood 
Yet three years longer, till ſh'had wept a flood ; 
Too mean a Sacrifice for Royall Blood. 
But ſhe muſt go, Heaven do by Thunder call 
For ker attendance at LOVE'S Funeral. 
Forgive Great Sir, this Sacriledge 1 in me, 
The tenth Tear he muſt have, it 1s his Fee ; 
'Tis duc to him, and yet tis ſtol'n from Thee, 
ARGUMENT. 
Twas when the raging Dog did rule the Skies, 
And with his Scorching face did tyrannize, 
\When cruel Cromwell, Whelp of that mad Star, 
But ſure more ficry than his Syre by far; 


Had 
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Had dryed the Northern Fite, and with his keat 
Pur frozen Scotland ina Bloody {wear : 
When he had Conquered, and his furious Traine 
Had chas'd the North-Bear, and purſu'd Charl's 
Into the Exgl:/h Orb; then *civas thy Fate (wains 
(Sweer LOVE) to bea preſent tor on: State. 
A greater Sacrifice there could nor come, 
Then a Divine to bleed his welcome home : 


! | For He, and Herod, think no dith ſo good, 
Pg As a John Baptiſts Head (erv'd up in blood, 
914 ACT 1. 
| The Philiſtins are ſet in their High Court, ({port : 


And LOVE, like Sampſons, t f-rch'd co make them 
| LInto the Stake the {imiling Priloner's brought; 
= Not to be try'd, but baited, moſt men thought; 
; | Monſters, like men, muſt worry him: and thus 
i F | He frghts with Beaſts, like Paul at Epbeſus. 
| | | Adams, Far and Hantington, with all the pack 


Il Of ftoyſting Hounds were ſer upon his back. 
Prifeaux and Keeble ſtands and crics a'loe ; 

'F: {t was a full Cry, and it would not doe. 

Uo Oh how he toyI'd chem, ſtanders-by did ſwear, 

| BH, That he the Judge and they the Fraytors were: 

i For there he prov'd, although he {eem'd a Lambe, 

'F | Stour, likea Lyon, from whole Den he came ! 
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ACTH. 
It is Necreed ; nor (hall thy worth, dear L OVE, 


Refiſt raetr Vows, nor their revenge remove. 
Though prayers were joyn'd to prayers, & tears to 
No foirnets in their Rocky hearts appears, (tears 
Nor Heaven nor Earth abate their fury can 
But they will have thy Head, thy Head, good 
Sure ſome ſhe ſeftary longed, and in haſt (Man. 
Muſt try how Presbyterian Blood did taſt. 
'Tis fir (he have the beſt, and therefore thine, 
Thine muſt be broach'd, bleſt St.its drink Divine. 
No fooner was the dreadtul Sentence read, 
The Priloner ſtraight bowd his condatmed Head 
And by thar humble poſtare told rhem all, 
[It was an Head that did not tear a fall. 


AG T III. 


And now he with d the fatall ſtroke were given 
I'm fure our Martyr longs to be in Heaven; 
And heaven to have him there; one moments blow 
Makes him triumphant, but here comes his woe. 
H1z cuemies will grant a months fuſpence 
[f't be but for the nonce to keep him thence : 
And that he may tread in his Saviours wayes, 
He ſhall be temprcd too, his forty dayes : 
And with (uch baits roo, caſt thy ſelf but down, 


Fall, and but worſhip, and your lite's your own. 
1hus 
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Thus cry'd his Enemies, and 'rwas their pride 
To wound his Body, and his Soal befide. 
One plot they have more, when their other fail, 

It Divels cannot, Diſciples may prevail, 

Lets rempt him by his friends, make Peter cry 

Good Maſter ſpare thy felt, and do not die. 

One triend intreats,a ſecond weeps, a third 

Cries your Petition wants the other word ? 

Fle write it for you, ſaith a fourth ; your life, 

Your lite Sir, cries a fitt ; pity your Wite, 

And the Babe in her : thus this Diamonds cut, 

By Diamonds only, and to terrour put. 

Me thinks I hear him ſtill, you wound my heart ; 

Good friends torbear, for every word's a dart : 
'Tis cruell pity, this I do profeſle : 

You'ld love me more, it you did love me lefle : 
Friends, Children, Wite, Lite,all are dear I know, ] 
Bur all's roo dear,it I ſhould buy them lo. | 
Thus like a Rock that routrs the waves he ſtands, 


And inaps a ſunder, Sampſon-like theſe bands, 
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ACT IV. 
The day 15 come, the Pritoncr longs to go, 1 
Ard chides the lungring Sun tor tarrying fo, 
Which bluſtung ſeems to antwer trom the skie, 1 


Thar it was loath to {ce a Martyr dic, 
Me I 
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Me thinks I hear beheaded Saints above 
Call to each other, Sirs, make room tor Lowe. 
Who, when he came to tread che fatall Stage, 
Which prov'd his glory, and his Enemies rage; 
His bloud nere run to's heart, Chriſts bloud was 
Reviving it, his own was all to ſpare ; J (chere 
Which riſing in his Checks, did fectn to fay, 
Is this the bloud you thicſt for ; tak'r I pray. 
Spectators in his looks ſuch lite did ſee, 
That they appear'd more like to die chan he, 
But oh his ſpeech, me thinks I hear it ſtill ; 
It raviſh'd Friends, and did his encmies kill, 
His keener words did their ſharp Axe exceed, 
That made his head, but he their hearts to bleed: 
VWhich he concludes with gracious prayer, and {ov 
The Lamb lay down,!8& rook the butchers blow: 
His Soul makes Heaven ſhine brighter as a Star, 
And now we're ſure ther's ore Saint Chriftopher. 


ACT V. 


LOVE lyes a bleeding,and the world ſhall lee 
Heaycn Acta part 1n-this black Trag-dy. 

The Sun no ſooner {pide the Head o'th floore, 
Bur he pull'd in his own, and look'd no more : 
The Clouds which ſcattered, and in colours were, 

Met all together, and in black appear : 


Lightnings, which fil'd the air with blazing light, 
Did 
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Did ſerve for Torches all that diſmall nighe : 
In whicly and all next day for many howere, 
Heaven groan'd in Thunder, Sc did weep in ſho. 
Nor do I wonder thar God Thundred lo (wers, 
When his Bonaerges murthered lay below : 
\Vicnclles trembled, Prideaux, Bradſhaw, Kegble, 
And all the guilty Court look'd pale and feeble, 
Timorcous Fenkins, and cold-hearted Drake 
Hold out, you necd no bale Peritions make ; 
Your enemies thus Thunder-ſtruck no doubt, 
\Will be bcholding to you to go out. 
But if you will Recant, now thyndring Heaven 
Such approbation to LOVES Caule hath given, 
[le adde but this, your Conſciences, perhaps, 
Fre long thall teel far greater Thunder-claps. 


Epilogue. 


But ſtay, my Muſe growes fearful too, and muſt 
Begge that theſe Lines be buried with thy duſt : 
Shelter, Gleft LOV EF, this verſe within thy ſbroud, 
For none but Heaven dares take thy part aloud, 

The Author beggs this, leaſt if he be known, 
Is bilſt he bewailes thy Head, he looſe his own. 
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